NEW   MEN-OLD   METHODS
not easy to get out of a big shellhole In any case.
I can't help feeling he wishes to come over to us,
although he was probably waiting until dusk to
crawl Into his own lines. I give him a push up
behind and clamber up myself alongside of him as
he hangs on the lip of the crater, covering him with
the revolver as best I can. 1 roll on my side In the
long grass and drag him up to the level ground.
I know I am right now, as If he gives the show away,
he knows they will loose off at both of us. He
crawls beside me for two hundred yards, and then
we sit down in a depression In the ground. I start
to smile - he follows suit.
'You spoke German?1 he asks. I shake my head.
'Me no spoke Englesh/ he replies. We are alone!
I look at my watch. It is 12 o'clock. At i o'clock an
officer is coining to lunch with me as I have to talk
to him about a court martial of which he was presi-
dent. We hurry on. I am afraid of my prisoner
being seen first as the Welshmen have a habit of
filing first, and getting the Identification afterwards!
So, as I near my entrance gap, 1 show myself. The
sentry sees me. All is well. I point to the German.
The sentry's face beams all over. It is a sweltering
day. 'Give xhis man a drink/ I say to the corporal
In charge of the post, 'and send him down to my
headquarters as soon as you cans but tell your
captain/